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neck. The golden spurs had touched his heels; the
Armill had been flung about his shoulders; the
Sword had been girded on and redeemed with one
hundred shillings in a red velvet bag; the Orb, the
Ring, and the Sceptres had been delivered to him;
the Lord of the Manor of Worksop had offered
a glove. The Crown had been placed upon his
head, the trumpets and drums had sounded, the
people had cried God save the King.

And at the moment when the Queen was
crowned the peeresses had likewise put on their
coronets, in a single gesture of exquisite beauty,
their white arms rising with a sound like the rush-
ing of birds' wings and a proud arching like the
arching of the neck of a swan. Then out came the
little mirrors, and, with furtive peeps in that cluster
of femininity, hands had stolen upwards again to
adjust, to straighten. Many dowagers, looking
down from the galleries above, tut-tutted. In their
day, they said, ladies were not in the habit of
producing mirrors in public. It was easy to see,
they said, that the reign of Edward the Seventh
was over and the days of decent behaviour ended.

Everybody streamed out of the Abbey* greatly
relieved. They were tired, but how impressive it
had been 1 and, thank heaven, no one had thrown
a bomb. Groups of lords and ladies stood about,
chattering while they waited for their carriages.
Incongruous sights were to be observed: one
backwoodsman peer had put on a straw hat which